Brings the sun indoors 
■for Swell Snaps at night! 





Slip on a Flasholder, pop in a bulb 
—you're all set to make big, clear, 
exciting flash shots— indoors at night. 
Shoot with Kodak Verichrome Film 
and you'll get beauties. You'll use 
this round-the-clock camera for all 
sorts of nighttime occasions. 
Everyone will want to be in the 
pictures you make! Everyone will be 
asking "How did you get 'i 



BROWNIE FLASH i 
SIX-20 CAMERA 

Has two-position focusing, 
adjustable shutter that's fixed for 
t\ flash, plunger-type shutter trigger. 
P And it's only $13.13. Flasholder 
$2.98. At your Kodak dealer's . , . 

FREE NEW BOOK 

Written just for you! "It's a SNAP" 
tells how to make swell pix, day, 
night, indoors or out. Write John 
Van Guilder, Room 808, Eastman 
Kodak Co., Rochester 4, N. Y. 

rri < IncW* tmdtnt Tax 



Kodak" and "Brownie" 



■<: trade-marka 



WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




lAmhmlloti Squares 
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DEAD-EYE WICK ^32%) 



i WICKY and O'SHAWISESSY Story 
By Rod Reed 




££W'LL give you till sundown to vamoose, 
M Mr. Cobra Snake!" drawled Dead-eye 
Wicky. the daring lone cowboy of the Pan- 
handle. Faster than a rattler strikes, his hand 
flew to his holster and,after a moment or two 
of fumbling, he unbuttoned the cover and his 
shiny six-gun flashed into view. 

"Aw," complained the desperado, fearlessly 
facing the deadly-looking weapon, "it's my 
turn to be the good guy. You've been the good 
guy three times in a row and I always have 
to be the bad guy." 

As many an owlhoot had learned to his sor- 
row it wasn't healthy to talk to Dead-eye 
Wicky in such a tone, and bloodshed might 
have ensued had it not been for the interrup- 
tion of a voice calling, "Come on, Wicky. 
Time for supper." 

Dead-eye Wicky holstered his six-gun, turn- 
ed on his heel, and strode fearlessly home. 

After Wicky had gone to bed that night, his 
father picked up the gun from the coffee table 
and examined it with a pleased eye. 

"I must say this gun is mighty realistic!" 
he exclaimed. 

"Too realistic if you ask me," declared Mrs. 
Burke. "I think it's dangerous." 

"Oh, nonsense," said Mr. Burke. "It's only 
a cap pistol. Couldn't hurt anybody with it 
.if you tried." 

He twirled it expertly, then pulled the trig- 
ger. There was' a bang! as the cap exploded. 
Mrs. Burke jumped a little. 

"Don't shoot it!" she exclaimed. "You'll 
wake the boy. Besides it makes me nervous." 

"Sorry." said Mr. Burke. "I won't shoot it 
again. Isn't it funny how things run in cycles. 
When I was a boy his age I always played 
cowboys and indians with a cap pistol and 
now the kids are doing it again. I think it's 
» healthy sign. Better than having them play 
gangsters, anyway." 

"I suppose so," said Mrs. Burke. "Boys 
always have to be doing something noisy." 

"This cap pistol is better than anything I 



ever owned," said Mr. Burke, fondling the 
weapon again. "It's made exactly like a real 
revolver. I can understand the thrill our boy 
must get out of it. I could have a lot of fun 
with it myself." 

"Now don't get any ideas," admonished his 
wife. 

"Yes, sir!" exclaimed Mr. Burke. "I think 
I'll take it to the office with me tomorrow. 
Wicky can't play with it while he's in school, 
anyway." He placed the gun in his coat pocket. 

The next day, it happened that Mr. Burke 
took the bus to work because Mrs. B. wanted 
to use the family car. It happened that, strap- 
hanging on the same crowded bus, was one 
Slinky Pete, a shady fellow with a long police 
record of petty crimes. It happened that 
Slinky Pete's ferret eyes observed Patrolman 
Johnson boarding the bus at the next stop. 

Pete thought: "If that flatfoot starts getting 
nosey and find? a gat on me, it'll be back to the 
big house for yours truly." He slid his re- 
volver carefully into the pocket of the man 
standing next to him. That man was Mr. 
Burke. 

Mr. Burke, reading his morning paper, was 
unaware of what had happened. When he 
arrived at his stop, he got off. Slinky Pete 
got off, too, and followed cautiously. Patrol- 
man Johnson got off, but did not accogt Slinky 
Pete at all. 

«EING quite busy dictating and making 
phone calls and so forth, Mr. Burke 
forgot all about Wicky's cap pistol until 
nearly noon. Slinky Pete lurked in the hall 
outside, hoping Mr. Burke would come out 
and get in the elevator,and Pete would have 
a chance to pick the real revolver from his 
pocket. 

Of course, Mr. Burke had a, gun in each 
side pocket of his coat, but with his mind on 
his work, he was unaware of this. At one 
point there was a clink of metal against a 



chair. He reached in his pocket casually and 
pulled out a gun, the real gun. 

"Eeeeeek!" cried Miss Smith, his secretary. 

"It's all right." chuckled Mr. Burke. "This 
is only a cap pistol I borrowed from my son. I 
want to play a joke on a couple of the fellows, 
but I guess I'll have to wait till this after- 
noon." So saying, he put the gun in his desk 
drawer and continued his dictation. 

Presently he started for lunch. In the hall 
he encountered Wicky and his constant com- 
panion, O'Shawnessy, a large and shaggy dog. 

"Dad," said Wicky, "I wonder if you could 
let me have my gun back. Mom said you bor- 
rowed it, and we got a half-day off from school 
on account of a teachers' convention or some- 
thing and I could play cowboy all afternoon 
if I had my gun." 4 

Mr. Burke started to say, "It's in my desk 
draweri" but he felt the weight in his pocket 
and pulled out the cap pistol. "Funny, I 
thought I put it in my drawer, but I must've 
taken it out again," he muttered. "Here. I'll 
play the joke on the boys some other day when 
I'm not so busy." 

£JLINKY PETE was watching from the 
partly open door of a porter's broom 
closet, a few paces down the hall. He couldn't 
hear clearly what was said, but .he got the 
impression that the man was giving Pete's 
real gun to the boy. 

He was also watching as Mr. Burke took 
out his wallet to give Wicky his allowance. 
Pete's greedy eyes saw that the wallet was 
quite fat with greenbacks. He took note that 
Mr. Burke put the wallet back in a hip pocket. 
Pete's fingers itched. He was a pickpocket 
at heart. 

Mr. Burke rang for the elevator, Wicky said 
he couldn't waste that much time and ran 
for the stairs. He had gone down nearly a 
flight when he remembered he was owed an- 
other quarter for cutting the lawn. Slinky 
Pete had casually stepped beside Mr. Burke, 
as if to wait for the elevator, too. Mr. Burke, 
with his mind on other things, paid little 
attention. Pete easily lifted the wallet. 

Mr. Burke didn't see it. But his. son. 
Wicky, returning at that moment to ask for 
another quarter, did. 

Dead-eye Wicky whipped out his cap D-«tol. 



"All right, mister, drop the wallet !" he cried. 
Slinky Pete did so. 
He raised his hands. 

Beads of sweat stood out on his forehead as 
he whimpered, "Don't point that gat at me, kid. 
It's loaded. I loaded it myself." (Of course 
he was unaware that the "gat" was really 
Wicky's realistic cap pistol. Pete thought it 
was his own gun.) 

Wicky was a little startled by the phrase 
"I loaded it myself." He took his eyes off 
Pete for an instant to look at the cap pistol. 
Pete took advantage. He started to run. 
O'Shawnessy ran after him, darted between 
his legs, and sent the pickpocket sprawling. 
Mr. Burke leaped on the fallen Pete and 
pinioned his arms. 

The elevator door opened and Patrolman 
Johnson got off. He moved in quickly when 
he saw the situation. He put handcuffs on 
Pete. 

"Officer Johnson! You arrived in the nick 
of time!" exclaimed Mr. Burke. "Providence 
must have sent you." 

"Not exactly," said the policeman. "I watch- 
ed Slinky Pete come into the building and 
later, when the elevator boy told me he had 
been lurking on this floor all morning, I 
decided to investigate." 

He looked at Wicky, still holding the cap 
pistol. 

"You're a little young to be carrying a gun. 
aren't you, cowboy?" he said, 

"Oh. it's only a cap pistol," replied Wicky. 
shooting off a couple of caps. 

Slinky Pete moaned a horrible moan. 

"Is it jail that's worrying you?" asked Mr. 
Burke. "You know crime doesn't pay." 

"It's not just going to jail," wailed Pete. 
''It's how I'll 'be made a laughing stock if 
this ever gets in the papers. 1 can see the 
headlines now. 'Slinky Pete Captured With 
Cap Pistol! It's awful!" 

PATROLMAN JOHNSON laughed hearti- 
ly. Mr. Burke chuckled. Wicky grinned. 
O'Shawnessy wagged his tail, happily. But 
Slinky Pete didn't even smile. 

THE END 




WHEN IT COMES TO BLOWING bubbles, FLEER'S DUBBLE BUBBLE can't be beat/ 



PUT MORE OPPORTUNITY IN YOUR FUTURE... 
BUY U.S. SAVINGS BONDS REGULARLY | 



t?EM|MSSR» POt^T SAVE WHAT'S LEFT AFTER SPENDING! SPEND WHAT'S LEFT AFTER SAVING! 




Soe Lionel trains at 
your favorite slom. 



SEE THE NEW 
DIESEL LOCOS- 
and the marvelous 
DIESEL SWITCHER 

Boy!— I'll bet you and dad are planning a new and bigger LIONEL 

Railroad for this Christmas! Lots of new LIONEL locos, cars, and 
accessories' to choose from! You know, boys, nobody but LIONEL 
gives you true railroad realism. The new 1949 catalog tells all about 
the famous LIONEL smoke puffing locos, the built-in real R.R. 
whistles, and the sensational Lionet Electronic Railroad. LIONEL 
Train Sets priced from as little as S13.95. 

WRITS FOR THE CATALOG TODAY I 



LIONEL 
TRAINS 
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Trtfc WAITER 




